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Summary: A long one shot written in second person. Kinda hard to 
explain, so just read and reveiw. . .please? Rated for darked 
undercurrents. -V *This was renamed. It used to be called Hiccup is 
life, and Dragons are Truth. But I read through it again and this 
made so much more sense.* 


Half Moon 

**Yeah, yeah, I know I haven't updated my stories in my other fandoms 
in FOREVER, and I STILL haven't gotten around to that Big Hero Six 
fic, but I was suddenly struck by inspiration for this, and my life's 
been pretty hectic lately. Ahmirah's been distracted by this guy 
Riley, T.J., Chapin, and Leo are away at camp, and Teresa Ann Joelle 
is not the best angst writer ever. She's more into the 
humor/f amily/f riendship thing.** 

**Anyway, I'll do that other stuff soon, ok?** 

***Tuffnut comes stumbling into room, breathless*** 

**Me: Tuff? Are you ok? (I have a crush on him. Don't judge, I know 
you all like Hiccup. ****j****)** 

**Tuff: *Panting* I'm... fine. Ran ... from ... the ... cell 

they. . .finally. . .let me out. . .of. Told me. . .to. . .mention. . .that 

Lucy ... does ... not ... own them... *Falls to floor* Water...** 

**Me: Oh, right! I don't own HTTYD. *Runs away and appears again with 
a water bottle* Here you go. Tuff. You'd better hide; they're coming 
up the stairs.** 

**Tuff: Oh great. *Dives under bed*** 

**And that's my disclaimer! Read, enjoy, AND review! That's right, I 
went there . * * 



_You don't know when it started, this feeling of hopelessness and 
that your life is going nowhere. But you can remember crystal clear 
when you first saw him- the real him, the one he hides. _ 

You were seven at the time. It was late, and the half moon was above 
you in the sky. This you know, because you remember glancing up and 
seeing it in the dark velvet blue and seemed like it was burning. You 
remember the scent of a burning candle, mint, something Trader Johann 
had brought. Your feet were bare, and you were uneasy, because you 
didn't even have a dagger, and there were dragon raids at night. You 
were afraid, so you tried to hide from the world, slipping behind the 
forge on your way home. You hear something and your heart stops, and 
you drop to the ground, knees against your chest, right under the 
window . 

You have your eyes squeezed shut for a long time, and when you open 
them, you see nothing threatening and slide your legs out in front of 
you. Firelight plays across them, and you cock your head. It's coming 
from above you. 

_Maybe_, you think, _Gobber is still in there. _ 

But you remember Gobber in the Mead Hall, telling you a joke before 
he goes home. You watched him walk inside. 

_He has an apprentice, then,_ you decide, and you get up and peer 
through the window. He's sitting there, with his knees pulled against 
him like yours were just a few minutes ago, and his shoulders are 
shaking. You stare in wonder. You've never seen anyone cry before. 
You're Vikings. Vikings don't cry. 

But you remember someone saying once that Hiccup Horrendous Haddock 
III is no Viking. 

You look closer, and you see the sadness, and you realize then how 
stupid you've been. He's not the carefree joking boy you thought he 
was- he is a man in worries at only seven. 

You are shaken, and you feel a tear run down your cheek, because you 
never saw through his faA§ade. You don't want him to hear you, so you 
leave. You cry yourself out by the river, wash your face so no one 
knows, and you go home. 

The next day, you want to talk to him, to say that you care. That he 
isn't alone. But you don't want to destroy his mask, ruin his pride, 
in the middle of the day. You vow never to think of him again. 

But you can't go through with that. His name pounds through your head 
all day, and through dinner and preparing for bed. You lay there, and 
you're thinking about him, and without conscious thought, without 
knowing how you came to be there, you find yourself back at the 
forge, peering at Hiccup again. He's determinedly drawing something, 
and you quietly climb up on the roof, flatten yourself, and stare 
down in awe of his talent as he recreates things he's seen. You see 
his cousin, sneering cruelly, and you see Fishlegs, reading a book 
happily, and you see his father, scowling in disappointment. You see 
the world through his eyes, how he perceives the Vikings, the cliffs, 
the ocean... and then he draws a Deadly Nadder, your world is turned 
upside down, because somehow you trust Hiccup more than everyone and 
everything else you've ever known. Dragons are cruel, ugly, and 



emotionless. They live to kill. 

But his is beautiful. 

It is compassionate, somehow, with intelligent eyes and a long, 
winding tail. It is sitting on a rock, head cocked, watching the 
sunset over the ocean. You gasp because it is amazing, and Hiccup is 
amazing, and everything you've been taught is proven wrong by that 
one drawing. Hiccup hears you and glances up, but you are pressed 
against the roof. 

You hear him leave the room, obviously coming outside to look. You 
slip in the window, carefully remove the picture from the notebook, 
and are out again and hidden quick as light. He doesn't find you, and 
you escape with the picture carefully clutched in your small hand. 

You fold it and hide it under your mattress when you get home, and 
your dreams are filled with Hiccup and Deadly Nadders . 

When you wake up, you wonder what it would be like to fly. 

That night you go back to watch him again, and the next night too, 
until it is a habit, something you do instinctively. He saved you, 
and you are grateful that you, at least, know dragons aren't always 
terrible creatures. It was when you were twelve that you suddenly 
wondered why you kept watching him. 

The answer is immediate, obvious- you love him. 

You wonder why you never realized it before. You love his laugh, his 
tousled auburn hair, his freckles, his emerald green eyes. You love 
his kind heart and his giving nature and how he draws the world in 
his notebook. And you remember the picture you took all those years 
ago, and you smile, because that is your connection to Hiccup during 
the day. You always slide it in your boot, and you walk around 
knowing the truth about dragons is with you. But you and Hiccup are 
the only ones who can see past the scales and fangs. 

You love him, and you realize that you could never have him, because 
your laugh is annoying, and your voice is flat. Your face is plain, 
your hair limp. Your eyes are dull. You are cruel and selfish and you 
only know of truth because you have seen Hiccup for what he truly 
is . 

He is amazing. You are a Viking. 

You follow his lead, then, and you laugh. You don't let your true 
self show until you are alone, watching him, and you break down. 

You love Hiccup. 

That is the world, suddenly. _Hiccup_ is the world. The rest is 
beginning to fade, and he is all you know. During the day, you do 
everything you normally do, and laugh and argue and scream and fight 
and train, but there is only one thing. 

Hiccup . 

You are surrounded by others, but you cannot remember their names. 
They are nothing. Vikings are nothing. Hiccup and dragons are 
everything and the world you want- the world you need... is out of 



reach . 


You are watching him, and it is a half moon, just like the first 
night you saw him, and you realize you can read him. You are amazed 
by how you know him so well you can tell which aspect of the day he's 
thinking about. You watch him all day; have trained yourself in 
sneaking glances at him inconspicuously so no one knows you care for 
him so much that you cannot see anything else. 

There is a dragon raid. 

You slip away from the others, hiding behind buildings, watching in 
remorse as the dragons are brought down. They screech at the sky, 
terrified and melancholy, wings beating against the Vikings pulling 
them down, and their cries echo like the haunted moan of death. You 
feel a tear run down your cheek and reach into your boot, pulling out 
the picture. You look at it whenever there is a dragon raid, to 
remind yourselves that the dragons you see were not always in pain. 
You hide it as Vikings charge past and pull out your axe. You swing 
at the dragons, but make sure to never hit your mark. If you do, you 
slow the axe fractionally and hit it with the side so it is not cut. 
The others do not notice, but the dragons look at you gratefully, and 
you smile at them sadly, trying to convey that you wished dragons and 
Vikings did not have to fight. They understand, and eventually you 
are safe from harm. All dragons look at you with gratitude. 

Soon you remember how you could read Hiccup so well, and you watch 
the others. You can tell what they are feeling, you realize, by 
watching their eyes. You look into their eyes one by one, and you 
know that you do not remember their names, have not since you 
admitted to yourself you loved Hiccup, and suddenly their eyes give 
them names. 

The first is The Masked One. His eyes hide so much behind them, but 
he puts on a show so no one will believe he could feel anything but 
pride . 

The second is The Neglected One. He feels to left out, as though he 
is only there to show Hiccup they would take a mild outcast over 
him . 

The third is The Remorseless One. A fitting name, for the Viking did 
not care about ... anything . You saw nothing but pride and a longing 
for power in those eyes. 

The last is The Hollow One. They are nothing. There _is_ nothing in 
his eyes. You start arguments, yell, do everything you can think of- 
but there is nothing. 

You begin to wonder if he is truly alive. 

One night, you are watching as Hiccup scrawls words in the back room 
of the forge, tears dripping onto the paper as yours fall onto the 
rafters. You have never been this close before, right above him. You 
flatten yourself and peer at the words. 

**Why? Why is it me? I ask myself every day why they pick on me, and 
every day I answer myself. It is because I am Hiccup the Useless, the 
worst Viking of all times. Do I even earn that honor? Or am I not a 
Viking at all?** 



You looked on sadly. _You are not a Viking, Hiccup, _ you thought. 

_And that is one of the best things about you._ 

**Today I watched her, and how she laughed as Snotlout picked on me, 
and my heart was breaking, because she is beautiful, and I've seen 
how she doesn't truly fight the dragons, and I thought maybe she 
loved me too . * * 

Your mouth is starting to fall open, and you quickly close it as a 
warm feeling spreads through your chest. You feel a blush rising into 
your cheeks as your heart dances in circles. It is you; it must be 
you, because there is no other it could be. 

**When I was younger, so many years ago, I drew a Deadly Nadder. It 
disappeared that very night, and I like to think she has it. A few 
days ago, I realized I loved her, and I thought that if only I still 
had that drawing, I could give it to her.** 

You smile at the sentiment and touch your boot, when the drawing is 
hidden . 

**But still, she does not love me. And she is the world, and she is 
my life, and my life hates me. My tribe hates me, my father hates me, 
and the one thing I love hates me. And I know the world would be 
better off if I was dead.** 

Your eyes widen, but you can't reveal yourself now, and you know 
that, and so your heart is breaking and you watch as he closes the 
book and leaves, and then you scramble out the window and run. You 
sprint through the woods, stumbling over roots as the half moon burns 
overheard. You are running, and you are falling, and your heart is 
cracking to pieces. Suddenly, you are thrown through the air and land 
on the ground. You are pinned there, against the roots of a tree, by 
something beautiful. It has intelligent eyes and a long, winding 
tail, and it is compassionate somehow. It looks at you with its head 
cocked . 

"You're beautiful," you breathe. The Deadly Nadder is soft blue and 
yellow, and it looks at you and you smile because you know its face. 
It is the dragon from the drawing. 

It backs up off you hesitantly, and you don't pause to hold your hand 
out to it, turning your face away. There is a pause, an eternity, and 
it finally nudges your palm with its nose. Then it's bounding around 
you, and excited, and you realize there is a deep, bloody cut on its 
side, and it is excited to have found help. You smile and help wash 
its wound, putting a bit of medicine on it. 

"There you go, Stormfly, " you say, unconsciously naming it as you 
choke. Because you are treating a dragon with love, and Hiccup has 
never known something like that. 

The dragon looks at you, and it looks sympathetic, as though it knows 
the weight of your burdens, and that's the last straw. You collapse 
forward on the ground, and you're sobbing, and you feel wings wrap 
around you, and you're pouring out about how you know the truth about 
dragons, and that you love Hiccup and nothing else in the world 
exists, and that he thinks he should die, and that he's a Viking, and 
Vikings never back down, and you think he might kill 



himself . 


Stormfly purrs softly and lays you on the ground with moss under you 
head as a sort of pillow. You fall asleep, and Hiccup's dead body 
haunts your dreams. 

The next day. The Remorseless One finds you in the woods. She hauls 
you to your feet and leads you out of the trees, into the bright 
sunshine. You know you look like a mess, and you tell her something, 
anything, to get back to the forge. 

She nods, and she says something, but it is too loud and too soft to 
hear, and you don't even know what you said, and even though you 
think you've known this girl for a long time, you can't remember her 
name . 

Dimly, you wonder if this is what it's like to be insane. 

Your mind is on the brink of destruction, thinking only of Hiccup and 
the words he had written. The Remorseless One is obviously waiting 
for an answer, and you can't hear anything, and you're starting to 
freak out, but somehow your mouth knows what to say and when to say 
it. She's satisfied, and your feet take you to the forge. Your hand 
opens the door, and your footsteps are masked by the sounds of 
blacksmithing . Always Hiccup has come when the door opens. When you 
call for him. But Hiccup does not come, and you frantically go 
through the back room. 

Hiccup is there, facing away from you, and he has a knife aimed at 
his chest. You scream and tackle him, knocking him over and you both 
go down. Somehow, you wrestle the knife from his hands, and you stand 
up and back against the wall, clutching it tightly. 

There is silence as tears fall down your face and Hiccup looks at you 
in despair. It is then that you see that in the scuffle. Hiccup was 
still set on killing himself. So he stabbed himself in the 
stomach . 

You sob as Hiccup falls to the floor, and you raise the knife. You 
know nothing but him, and you need nothing but him. 

You feel the metal tear through your clothes and flesh, and then 
there is nothing but blackness. 

When you wake in terrible pain, the bright light stabs your eyes and 
you cry out instinctively. Someone brushes your hair away from your 
face and whispers comforting words. Your eyes adjust, and you see 
Hiccup above you, pale and with a bandage around his midsection, but 
alive. That is all you need. You realize that the others are here, 
and you look each of them in the eyes- you read them. 

The Masked One has let his guard down. His emotions are not confined 
to his eyes anymore, and he is worried, happy, tired, all of it on 
his face. 

The Neglected One is terrified. He watches you, worried and scared 
that you will close your eyes again and this time, never open 
them . 


The Remorseless One is guilty and for once, that is the only thing in 



her eyes. She worries, too, and you see that she has cried, but she 
feels guilt most prominently. You wonder how she came to blame 
herself . 


Then you turn your head to see The Hollow One. You expect to see 
nothing, but there is worry, and terror, and horror, and sadness in 
his eyes, and you find yourself smiling. 

You tried to die, and it brought your brother to life. 

_You don't know when it started, this feeling of hopelessness and 
that your life is going nowhere. But you do remember crystal clear 
the first day you ever realized what it was like to fly._ 


End 
f ile . 



